

















June 19, 1912.) 


CHARIVARIA. 


Tue Neueste Nachrichten says that | 
Lord Hanpane’s new appointment 
places him in the cold. Seeing that 


he has been given a nice warm “wool: | 
sack this is n onsense. 


“The Vicar of Reigate,” we read, | 
“who is a prominent "Oddfellow, has | 
arranged to explain the Insurance Act 
to the residents of Hook.” Anyone 
who thinks himself capable of explain- 


|ing the Act must indeed be an odd 


| fellow. es 





} 


| at A Commelite House. 


| he would be 


*k 


At Somerset House there have been 
on view some specimens of the “ health 
insurance stamps.” This means, we 
suppose, that special care has been 
taken in the manufacture of a sanitary 
gum for us to lick. 


| dictated to. & 


‘to an invalid child 
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‘it issued, in large type, the peremptory | ‘of all their Bills. "There i is one at least 
| announcement :— ‘which certainly escaped our notice. 

“ EnoucH Rat,” |Referring to a recent election The 
but either our contemporary's circula- | British Weekly states, “‘ Above all, the 
tion is more restricted than it imagines, ' most persistent and virulent attacks on 
or else the weather refuses to be! the Insurance Act were made by agents 
of the Amend-the- League Act.” 


- Cocsinadenien IN Bep 
SvIT AGAINST A STEAMSHIP LINE” 
is a heading which catches our eye in 
a newspaper. And why, pray, should 
not the little creatures go to bed some- 
times? They get tired, we suppose, 
like the rest of us. 


We wonder, by ‘te by, that the 
effect of flashing the words on to the; 
clouds at night-time was not tried. 


The Willesden Education Authorities 
have decided to give egg-and-milk daily 
attending one of 
their schools, but have refused a request 
for cod liver oil. This shows a nice! 


appreciation of the ehild mind. | 


An old lady, on Jaitie that “losses 
to the ratepayers of Yarmouth on the 
A municipal pier during the last four 

Dr. SAunpDBy, speaking at a meeting \ears have totalled £5,000,” remarked 
of the General Medical Council, de- that she could well believe it, for it is 
clared that illiteracy among medical so easy for coins to drop between the 
boards, she herself hay- 





By the way, the four- 
penny stamp is described 


as being “claret and 
orange.” This sounds 
delicious, and _ should 


mean a good sale. 


Evidently some per- 
sons are convinced that 
Home Rule is bound to 
come, <A _ well - known 
firm of cake and biscuit 
manufacturers at pre-| 
sent carrying on business 
in Dublin has decided to 
erect a factory at Aintree, 
near Liverpool. | 

A lunatic who escaped 
from the County Asylum Visit 
at Brentwood was reeap-| sip yh” 





JUMPING 


(from town). 


|ing lost a three-penny- 
‘bit that w ay. 


| Ete le 


| Military Feat. 


** A Corporal in the Semer- 
set Regiment became possessed 
of a pet under peculiar cireum- 

| stances. Whilst travelling up 
from Southampton last week a 
;}thrush flew into the railway 
; carriage, which the corporal 
' captured. ¥ 
Furnham Herald. 


| We are not told if the 
jvailway carriage which 
the gallant corporal cap- 
tured was armour-plated, 
but it was clearly a good 


COMPETITION AT LITTLE WURZEL |performance and he de- 
served all the loot he got. 


AGRICULTURAL SHOW. Ty ii wheal tn 
** Now, HOW MANY POINTS DOES THAT COUNT TO HIM, ~ ope 7a oe © 
warning to any other 








tured at Grays, where he |—— 
was addressing dock workers on strike. 
His audience had failed to detect the 
disability from whieh he was suffering. 


One of the persons who object to the 
Rev. F. H. Ginuineuam playing cricket | a 
for Essex is a Mr. Hen. Is he afraid 
that the redoubtable parson will pro- 
duce a duck’s 8 egg? ? 


We are not among those who would 
encourage Mr. B. M. Corton to bring 
a libel action against a certain daily 
paper which described him as “THE 
Catcutra Sweer Hero.” We think 
well advised to leave 
matters as they are. While it is 
annoying to be called a sweep, it is fine 
to be a hero. 


The Daily Mail hes again been test- 
ing its influence, and the result in this 
instance is some little disappointment 


On the 10th inst. 








———'thrushes who may he 

students was appalling, and many: proposing to travel up to town from 

doctors would be ploughed if their final: Southampton. 

examination were not in medicine but | 

in spelling. We begin to understand | 

now why prescriptions are written in! 
a sort of Latin. 





Commercial Candour. 
“Burn Trish Coals, develop your 


Deposits, trust in God and keep cool.” 
| Trish Industrial Journal, 


Peat 


An old lady of W ood Green, w ho} «Several interesting presentations were made 
celebrated her 108th birthday last week, | by Major- Seen Sir E. Codrington, 
is, The Daily Mail tells us, never so. K-C.Y.0.. C.B., at the final performance es of 

“ 3 : ithe Royal Naval and Mi.itary Tournament at 
happy as when someone takes her out | Olympia on Saturday. 
in a motor car. Some kind-hearted! ‘he first was to the Hon. Mrs. Henniker- 
friends, we hear, are talking of present- , Heaton, who had been taking the part of Queen 
ing her with a motor- Lievele on her | Elizabeth in the Historical Kpisode, in the form 
: Q sc l silver res — eSt lard. 
next birthday. i of ee ribed silver " se bowl.” —The Standare 
The Earl of Leicester, too, was much 

“The King of Citens ” who has been fancied in the form of an engraved 
sentenced to ‘eight years "penal servitude , Silver salver. 
at Exeter, should ‘not be confused hn ost 
“‘ The Copper King,” who is now paying 
a visit to this country. 


“Wanted, Commission Agent for the sale of 
| cloth hearth rugs, to cover Northumberland, 
| Cumberland, Durham, and Yorkshire.” 

Advt. in ** The Yorkshire Post.” 

The evcinnis we in such a It looks as if there might be a certain 
hurry that it is difficult to keep count | sameness about the landscape. 














poo 








| 
| 
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THE KING’S STATIONERY. 
Lines addressed to any distributor of the above. 


{‘‘There ave twenty million pamphlets going round to explain the 
Insurance Act, and you have to pay the paper bill.” This painful 
‘home-truth appears in a Radical contemporary, and we assume that it 
-must have escaped the Editor's eye. | 
I po not grudge the harmless play 
In which your duteous hand indulges, 
Who send me every other day 
These notes of income-tax to pay 
Wherewith my paper-basket bulges. 


I do not very greatly mind 

Your most importunate insistence ; 
I recognise the need you find 
Of doing something of the kind 

To justify your strange existence. 


Fresh from the Governmental mills, 
They swell my waste of rag and tatter, 
Or serve my pipe as paper spills 
Along with puffs of liver pills 
And suchlike literary matter. 


A myriad reams shall never bore 

My habits from their settled cycle ; 
[ll state my income, less or more, 
Only (and not a day before) 

Upon the eve of good St. Michael. 


Thenceforward though you claim your due 
As oft as seventy times by seven, you 
Will have to wait till March is through 
Before you touch a single sou 
Of what I owe the Inland Revenue. 


Thus I ignore your futile whips, 

Just as 1 view with mild endurance 
Those 20,000,000 urgent scrips 
Scattered about by way of tips 

On How to Cope with State Insuranc>. 


Let loose upon my kitchen where 
They smother Mary, Jane and Rosa, 
These leaflets cause me no more care 
Than those the Sibyl flung in air, 
Or Autumn’s breeze in Vallombrosa. 


Immune to Mr, Grorae’s feats, 

My dovecote still remains unfluttered ; 
Knee-deep among the drifting sheets 
A stolid matron stews my meats ; 

My eggs are boiled; my toast is buttercd. 


And yet [ cannot calmly blink 
At all the lavishness that proffers 
Those tons of pulp, those seas of ink; 
Because the cost, I hate to think, 
Comes out of my precarious coffers. 


This thought annoys me night and noon, 
Gnawing my bosom like a viper— 
That, though I never call the tune 
(Or I should change it pretty soon), 
You run me in to pay the piper! 


The burglar breaks my house, and Still 
Would have me rank among his debtors ! 
He bursts my safe and takes his fill, 
Then sends me in the stationer’s bill 
For paper used for threatening letters! 0. S. 
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THE EDUCATION OF JOHN. 
(By one of the Educators.) 

We girls are having a great deal of anxiety about tise 
education of John. He is now five years old and a big boy 
for his age, and it is time he began to learn something so 
as to be able to hold up his head in the society of his 
equals and to earn his living when the time comes. I took 
that from a book called ‘ First.Steps on the Path to Know- 
ledge" which Dad had thrown on the floor when he was 
reading it, I read this bit to Dad, but he said he would be 
quite satisfied if John could hold his own and punch the 
other chap’s head; and Mum said Hush, he mustn't put 
ideas in the children’s heads. When we told Dad that we 
had decided to begin Jolin’s education, he said, “ Don't 
worry the boy; his troubles will comie quite soon enough 
anyhow;” and then we told Dad the story about the boy 
who could talk Greek when he was four and turned into 
a wonderful philosopher, and Dad said if we made John a 
philosopher he’d cut him off with a shilling. I'm afraid 
Dad doesn’t feel much interest in education, and it's very 
difficult to get him to take a serious view of life. 

However, Rosie and Peggy and I were quite firm about 
it, and we settled to make a start on the first wet afternoon, 
which was last Tuesday. We promised John a piece of 
chocolate if he was good and paid attention, and he said he 
would if he liked the game. Then we put some writing- 
paper and pencils and blotting-paper on the nursery table, 
which looked very well. '. I sat at the middle of the table, 
with Rosie on one side of me and Peggy on the other, and 
John was opposite. I had a ruler in my hand. 

Well, we began with the alphabet. We did it two letters 
at a time, and John said them after me beautifully for a 
long time. -He got half the chocolate when we finished 
OP. This seemed to make him full of mischief, and when 
I said Q R, he said, “ No, I aren’t,” and looked round and 
laughed. Rosie laughed too, but I said, ‘Silence, silence,” 
and then I tried again, but again he said, “ No, I aren't.” 
Then Peggy did a dreadful thing. She said I had got it 
wrong, for she was sure @ came before P, because Q ‘was 
just like O with a tail to it, and therefore Q must come 
directly after O. ~Rosie and I tried to show_her_ quite 
kindly how ignorant and stupid she was, but she got 
offended and said we were bad teachers and she would 
have nothing to do with us. Then she took her helmet and 
went out of the room to play ambushes. We heard her for 
a long time in the passage capturing convoys and giving 
their swords back to the enemy’s generals after they had 
surrendered to her. 

After this John said he’d had enough of alphabets, so we 
gave him a little bit more of the chocolate and tried him 
with the commercial geography of Australia. Rosie read 
him bits out of one of our books, and when she had finished 
I said I would examine him to see if he’d been attending. 
So I said, “ Now, John, will you please tell me what are the 
principal exports of Australia?”’ What he ought to have 
said was “wool and frozen meat and timber and hides,” 
and things like that. But what he did say was, “Julia,” 
which is the name of his nurse—she wasn’t in the room— 
and he said it in a loud singing voice. I said, ‘ Nonsense, 
John, don’t be absurd. If you can’t tell me the products, 
will you give me the names of the chief Australian ports?” 
and John said in the same voice, “James and Henry,” 
which are the names of the butler and the footman. Then 
he gave a loud yell and scrambled up on to the table and 
crumpled all the writing-paper, and last of all he got hold 
of the rest of the piece of chocolate and ate it up. He 
wasn’t laughing ; he kept his face quite serious all the time; 
but Rosie nearly burst herself with trying not to laugh, 
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NO ANSWER. 
GLENDOWER Gostina. “I 


CAN CALL SPIRITS FROM THE VASTY DEEP.” 
Hotspur Puncn. “WHY, SO CAN I, OR SO CAN ANY MAN; 
BUT WILL THEY COME WHEN YOU DO CALL FOR THEM?” 

(Henry IV., Part [., Act IIL, Scene 1.) 














———— 








| French, but he doesn’t learn it in regular sit-down lessons.| migtake;” but Aunt Mary said nothing at all. Shegave a 
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oH lot Ce w & we an 





Conjurer. ‘Now, Sin, YOU APMIT THAT THE CARD YOU HAVE JUST TAKEN OUT OF THE HANDKERCHIEF IS THE QUEEN oF CLUBS, 
YET THE CARD YOU CHOSE AND SECURELY TIED THERE, NAMELY, THE Ace oF Sraves, I Now rropUCcE ¥ROM THIS MAT.” 
Timid Voluntecr. **So sonny--MY MISTAKE.” 





Parlez-moi le long du chemin, 





and when John said Rosie was his darling Australia she 


gave up trying and laughed for about five minutes. It was Kt pendant que je vous écoute, 
no good going on with the lesson after that, and I'm afraid De peur que je ne tombe en route, 
Jolin hasn’t made much progress. Bon Ange, donnez-moi la main. 


I have quite forgotten to say that John is pretty good at} When he had finished, I said, “ He hasn't made a single 
Mademoiselle Bertha comes every morning at 10 o'clock, | 
and she and John walk in the garden for an hour when it’s | 
fine and play games together when it’s raining. He won't 
say a word in French to us, but he can talk, for [hid behind 
a bush once in the holidays when they were out together **Mr. and Miss have gone for a month to Te Aroha and Rotorua 
and I heard him chattering away like anything. He can) for the benefit of Mrs. ’s health.”—New Zealand Mail. 

say a little French prayer too, and he doesn’t seem to mind| We ave always ready to dash off to the Riviera for the 
our hearing that. Last night he asked us to come into his | benefit of the health of any of our readers. 

room to hear him say it, and just as he knelt up in his 
bed with his face to the wall and put his fat little hands Overheard at Tilbury Dock Station. 

together Aunt Mary crept in very quietly to listen, and| Striker (to Strike-breaker) : “ What are you doing down 
John said it very prettily from beginning to end. This’ here, taking the bread out of my poor wife’s mouth ?” 


sigh and went up to John and hugged him, and then she 
crept out of the room just as quietly as she came in, 








Altruism. 














aa | Strike-breaker : “ What about my poor wife? Don’t you 
L’ANGE GanrpDIen. | think she’s got a mouth too?” 
Veillez sur moi quand je m'éveilla, ine a Slade ; 
Bon Ange, puisque Dieu I'a dit; Yesterday no less than three accidents were caused by motorists 


a 3 “nige wy | startiing people by blaring their horns. In one case the start caused 
Et chaque nuit quand je sommeiie | by a horn made a child tremble and cut her head open. In the other 
Penchez-vous sur mon petit lit. |tiwo, sudden blasts of the horn caused people to stand sti:l and be 
Ayez pitié de ma faiblesse ; charged.”— Buenos Aires Standard. 

A mes cétés marchez sans cesse; The chauffeurs must have taken them for accumulators. 


| 
} 
| 
} 
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““BALLS CATERED FOR.” | 
“ AnD this, 
but anonymous lady back to the! 
dancing room,—“ this is the point at| 
which, however little we may have} 


agreed with each other in the past, our ‘ina happy and irrésponsible manner | 
faces break suddenly into amicable,“ all this to-do is the result of a five ‘know Mr. Spurgeon ? 


expressions and we thank each other 
cordially.” Her arm left mine and 
her face took on a next-please look. 
“Thank you, indeed,” I concluded. 
Disliking loneliness, she wanted to 
keep me by her till her next partner 
came along. ‘“ For what?” she asked. 
“ For everything,” I murmured, with 
a look full of meaning. Now, there 
was in facet no meaning at all, and I 
had nought to thank her -_—— 
for, exceptan arid opinion 
on the musical comedy 
of the day. But dissim- 
ulation: is the accepted 
conduct of the ball-room. 
“Is there nothing else I 


ean do for you before 
we part?” I said. 
“Would you mind 


telling my husband I 
want him?” she an- 
swered, as her next 
partner took her off. 

“T should love it,” I 
said, for we continue to 
dissemble, even when 
our dissimulation is thus 
traded upon. Such is 
the stuff we are made of. 

Had I had the oppor- 
tunity of asking her 
name, I don’t suppose 
I should have seized it. 
Here, again, we pretend! | sy» 
to know. So I noted| .... .. 
that she was a Nor-! pina Bee 
THE CINEMATOGR 
wegian’ Peasant (for it —— 
was a fancy-dress affair) and sought | 
out Mr. Verry, our genial host. 


**James! 


“Ah! my young friend,” said he. | 
“Have a cigarette with me. It is a 
pleasure to meet someone I i 


know .. . Judging from the crowd of 
Louis XV. Courtiers, Indian Mahouts, 
Egyptian Natives, Apaches, Pierrots, 
and,” he looked at me, “‘what-nots . 

“One forgets as the evening goes| 
on that one is being a lunatic,” I ob-| 
served, jingling my jester’s bells. “1| 
dare say if is the same in many an 
asylum.” 

“By the way, have 
that—that someone is giving a dance, 
here ?” 

“Which reminds me,” 
have to ask you, as the host . 

“A moment, my son. You jump at 
conclusions. I didn’t say we were 
| giving a dance. Obviously none of the 
flow ers, food, servants or bandsmen are | 


said I, 


\a Ball (moderate and inclusive 


MY DEAR, 


“ I} myself this evening. 


,even write out the invitations ourselves. 
weren't you?” 

I nodded proudly, 

« Apparently,” continued Mr. Verry, 


minutes’ conversation with the Stores. 

Very likely a tout came round to our 
back-door and extracted an erder for 
e terms) | 
rate we've) 


from the cook. At any 


done nothing, and it isn’t our fault} 


that the drawing-room is full of Italian, 
Breton, Servian, French, Prussian, 
Franco - Prussian, Turko - Italian and 
Norwegian Peasants.” 


Lug 





— AT Sener 
JAMES! 


TELEPHONE YOR THE Fine Bricape, 


I Kxow; 


ALL IN GOOD TIME. I’m Js 


[Jung 19, 1912. 








wa delightful dance,” she responded, 
as if she ‘had known him all her life, 


” T said, leading the dear'! 'By the way, suppose you were invited, | or, a& any rate, had met him before. 


“ Beautiful Gowers. If it would not 


i be troubling you too much, | should 
‘like...’ 
“A partner? Certainly. Do you 


”? 


said he brisk ly, 
indicating me. 


| “Yes. 
“ And don’t care for him? Very 
good; I'll get you another. We've 


a largo assortment in stock in the 
smoking-room.” And he hurried off, to 
hurry back again in a minute with a 
mock Nubian, 

“Miss Er-er-m,” he said formally, 
‘may I introduce Mr. Rrrer?” And he 
—-~was gone. It was all 
very rapid but very com- 
plete; they seemed to 
take to each other at 
once. I felt that my 
support was no longer 
necessary. 

“For my part,” I said, 
howing discreetly, “I will 
go and see if I can find 
you a husband.” 

“Oh, please don’t 
trouble,’ she smiled 
(rather genuinely for 
ball-room, I thought), 
“this one will do.” 

Mr. Verry, having 
been told the truth, 
declares that he is always 
glad to bring a husband 
and wife together again, 
and refuses to take any 
blame. The Stores, he 
says, having done so 
much, should have done 


eee oe little more and should 











THE HOUSE Is 


AVH PEOPLE; WE MUST GET THEM HERE FIRST.” have provided the host 


“ And so to Sunienen' eaid I. oT 
, have a message for the husband of the | 
| Norwegian Peasant.” 

“Ww hich one?” 

“Her with the black hair and the 
come-hither eye. What’s her name?” 

Mr. Verry laughed bitterly. ‘ Good 
heavens, man,” he declared, ‘how 
‘shouldI know? I’m a stranger here.” 

“Then,” said JI, “I must temporize 
with the deser ted wife.” 

Some time later I met her again, | 


,and she was very reproachful andj 
clamorous for 
you noticed think anything can have happened } box. 


hushands. ‘Do you! 


to him?” 
haps? I’ve 


I asked. ‘ Run over, per- 
done a little destruction | 
But here’s Mr. | 
Verry. Perhaps he has news.’ 
Mr. Verry came up looking very 


genial. ‘Delighted to see you,” he, 
said to her. ‘ Awfully good of you to, 
come. All your people well?” 


as well as the guests. 





| The conviction on the first summons, he 
explained, ‘was solely on the evidence of speed, 
and in order to obtain a conviction on the 
| second summons the same evidence should be 
given. The case, therefore, came within the 
maxim scene pre caldem causa bis vexari deict, : 


The Autocar. 
,| Not so much of your obsolete Norman- 
French, please. 





| ‘After a Birmingham to London express had 
a over the Ashington water trough, the 
ldriver of the second engine noticed a snake 
about three feet in length lying upon the smoke- 


The heat of the box roast2d it, and it fell © 
to the footplate. 
It is thought that the snake was in the water 
| picked up from the trough by the first engine, 
and was foreed out when ‘the tank was full. ’ 
Dublin Evening Herald. 


Not bad as a snake-story, but we 
think the title, “ A Bad - tempered 
; Donkey,” was ill-chosen. 
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THE PUFF ADROIT. 
(1 propos of the reference in a@ recent} 
novel to a saleable commodity made | 

by a member of the novelist’s family.) 


I. 

Lapy Marsorig was always in her 
element in directing a picnic. She) 
took a piece of paper and a pencil, 
and began to enumerate the articles. | 
“ First mustard,” she said. “Then salt.” | 

“Oh, no,” said Connie Wildrake. | 
“Surely they don’t come so soon. | 
Bread and butter before those.” | 

“No,” replied Lady Marjorie. ‘“ You} 
put down first the things most likely | 
to be overlooked. That’s one of my | 
picnic principles. Another is never to | 
leave the house without seeing that | 
everything has been put in the car. | 
And the third is always to take one of j 
Poldrone’s hams.” 

“ Oh, Marjorie, how clever you are!” | 
Connie gurgled. | 

Il. 

Lord Bognor started as she uttered | 
the words, so fateful and so dear.) 
“Could she mean them?” he asked | 
himself; and his mute agony caused | 








her to say them again. 
Then in rapture he sank on his 
knees before her and flung away his 
cigarette ; but remembering that it was 
a‘ Pyramid,” he picked it up again. 


lil. 

* Halt !’’ snapped Colonel Wannop, 
and the whole party stopped as though 
struck by lightning. 

“ Full length!” he shot at us through 
his clenched teeth, and we dropped 
instantly on our hands and knees in 
the long grass. 

“ Don’t stir!” he hissed. 

A few moments of awful suspense 
passed and then suddenly the Colonel's 
rifle rang out. 

“It’s all right,” he said; “I’ve 
bagged him. It was a scout. See,” 
said the man of iron as he led us to 
the dead body of our foe. “The foolish 
fellow : he used Phoebus polish for his 
boots. How could I help seeing him 
even three miles away ?” 





IV. 

Sing to us,” said Mrs. Marler in those 
soft but imperious tones which few ever 
dared to disobey, and Mariamne, like 
one hypnotized, glided gracefully to- 
wards the piano and, after a brief 
prelude, broke into a passionate melody. 
It had the waywardness of Drsussy, 
the austerity of Braums, and the ecstasy 
of SCHUBERT, and withal an accent of 
intimate poignancy which none of these 
masters has ever attained. As the 
last notes died away, the listeners sat 
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Young Wife. “Bur THAT’s VERY EXPENSIVE, ESPECIALLY AS IT’S IN SEASON, IsN’T IT?” 

Greengrocer. ‘* WELL, MADAM, IT IS AND IT ISN’2, AS YOU MIGHT SAY. WHA? WITH THE 
FRENCH GARDENING AND WHAT NOT, THE VEGETABLES THAT USED TO RE OUT OF SEASON ARE 
IN, AND THEM THAT IS IN IS OUT, OWING TO THE DEMAND FOR THE OTHERS.” 











entranced yet perplexed. At last the 





silence was broken by Lord Kelling.;the marmerlade. Mr. Boker, who had 
“Who is that by?” he said in a low|these rooms last term, ’e was very 
voice, too much moved to care for the) partickler about his marmerlade, so I 
niceties of grammar. “It must be| thought as ’ow I’d wait and see before 
either the devil or Volney Slosher.”|I hordered any for you.” ‘Thank 
“You have got it in two,” replied} you,” said Bertram, flushing like a girl, 
Mariamne; “it is not the devil. But,” |“ but I’ve brought some witi me;” and 
she went on, ‘“‘Slosher does not depend | he took from a cupboard a pot of 
solely on his interpreter. The instru-| Hooper’s Golden Andalusian Blend, 
ment is more than half the battle. I|and proudly placed it on the table. 
can never do him justice unless I am |‘ Well, I never!” exclaimed Mrs. Bris- 
singing to one of Breitwald’s overstrung | ket, and flounced cut of the room. 

polyphonic grands.” 





| 

v | Commercial Candour. 
‘tr -etur from chapel,| ‘Messrs. ’s Te'escope will render clear 

ine engin cma ioc oe aioe | and distinct objects almost invisible to the naked 

" je — ij eye.” —Advertisement. 

with the ingenuous modesty of a fresh-| 4, , anal ras Murees ab the Battle of 

man, he found his breakfast laid for |G, senhaniie 

him and Mrs. Brisket, his bed-maker, | “°F fipete 

bringing in the teapot. “I think ’ere’s | 

heverythink you want, Sir,” she ob- 

served in a bibulous whisper, “ except 








Commercial Ambiguity. 


‘‘For Sale, useful Pony ; no further use.” 
Adit. in “ Stagordshire Chronicle.” 
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COARSE FISHERS. 
(An Ode for their Opening.) 


Come, ye good sons of St. Izaak, come back to the billow, 
Come with your winches and wands stiff as poles of a 


coach, 
Come with the campstool and bait-box—the wind’s in the 

willow, 
Deep in the swims there be barbel and gudgeon and 

roach ; 


Ay, and the perch, the pugnacious—what hard-fighting 
fire is his !— 
And, mid the daisies where sit our riparian rank, 
There where the cuckoo-flower grows among orchis and 
irises, 
Now shall we lift them exulting agleam to the bank! 


Sneer if ye will, O ye takers of tunny and tarpon ; 
Sniff, artful experts of Itchen full pliant of wrist ; 
Ye who-do east along’ Speys some ineredible scarp on, 
Jeer at the gents with the gentles as oft as ye list ; 
Say that we angle as Cockneys in crowds and in billy- 
cocks, 
You who are “strictly preserved,” and whose rentals 
run high; 
Yet we’ve the keenness that waits from the dawn when 
the shrilly cocks 
Challenge the rose-clouded East till the beetles boom by! 


Bless you, we don’t care a sixpence so long as you'll leave 
us 
Down by a pond or a river (old Thames does for me), 
We who do worship the Tritons—good fellows who thieve 
us 
One day a week from the Fates and provide that it’s 
“ees; 
What if we're duffers who go to keep high day and 
holiday 
Perched on a populous bank or by fours in a boat? 
Little care we if we may, for a sober and solid day, 
Watch by a water-borne quill or a corpulent float ! 





THE CIVIL SERVICE. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—I am a mild man,. but even a 
worm will turn. 

My wife was reading Punch last night, when suddenly 
she ceased to laugh and burst into tears. On inquiry I 
found in an article an insinuation that Civil Servants do 
no work. 

Now I, dear old chap, have the misfortune to be a Civil 
Servant. It may be that your joke has some foundation 
in one or two branches of the Service, but, alas! not in 
mine. Ihave often sighed of late years for a comparatively 
restful job, such as that of an author or an editor, but it 
is now too late to change. 

I belong, you see, to the Customs and Excise Depart- 
ment, and my official hours, approved by the heads of my 
department and Lioyp George, are from about 6 a.m. to 
1l p.m. It is true I have the rest of the day to myself; 
but it isn’t so very much, is it? especially as I have to 
work on Sundays as well, in order to get through arrears. 

It is really our own fault, of course; we are such willing 
fellows and so adaptable. No matter what Act of Parlia- 
ment comes along, our department, being spread about over 
the country, gets it all, or a share of it. Consequently, 
having to administer Acts, or parts of Acts, relating to 
licences, brewers, clubs, old age pensions, motor spirit, 
methylators, agricultural returns, income tax (to mention 
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only a few), and now getting a part of the Insurance Bill 
added, we really do a little. I may mention incidentally 
that the baby, aged two, doesn’t know me, having seen me 
only once or twice during her existence, while I am in- 
formed that my son, aged six, a short time ago invifed 


‘his mother to give him some particulars about “ that man 


who lives with us.’ Of course, old man, you couldn’t be 
expected to know this, but you will understand how my 
wife felt about it. 

Perhaps in future you could see your way clear to 
appoint a sub-editor to keep a special look-out for Civil 
Service jokes, and then put an asterisk, with a foot-note, 
and a word of explanation about the Customs and Excise? 
If you could, I’m sure all our fellows will be very grateful, 
Meanwhile I shall not, of course, withdraw my subscription, 
as our acquaintance is too long-standing to be severed hy 
a little omission on your part. 

I regret I cannot append my name to this, but if you 
could find space to print it in its entirety 1 shall know 
how sorry you feel about it. 

Yours faithfully, 
“ More IN SorRROW THAN IN ANGER.” 








BOOKS THAT WILL LAST. 
(A Publisher's List of the Future.) 

[‘‘The book is emphatically one of those that ought to be printed 
in letters of gold, or, still more to the purpose, on tablets of enduring 
brass. — Richard Whiteing, of ‘ The Daily News and Leader.’” 

From Messrs. Dent's List of Spring Books, } 





LANG'S LIST OF LASTING LITERATURE. 


THE SHRINES OF SHROPSHIRE. By A. Sinclair 
Haddock. Square demy 8vo, £4 4s. Od. net. 
Printed in silver on thin ferro-concrete slabs., 
Practically indestructible. 





‘*The book is a veritable triumph both in the abstract and in 
the concrete.” —Kensington News. 











THE POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF PETER POP- 
PLEWELL. Edited by Lucas Dean. Engraved 
on lacquered brass. Ornamental capitals designed 
by Sir George Frampton. Total weight only 3 ewt. 
Large crown 8vo, £29 net. 


“The brass alone is worth the money.”—Oban Tins. 
‘*Rings true from cover to cover.” —Athenewin. 





LONDON’S UNDERGROUND. By Thomas Burrow. 
Demy 8vo, £7 net. Printed in gold on white 
enamelled iron. Marble covers. 


‘This is emphatically one of those books which should he 
produced in raised letters of imperishable bronze, protected, if 
necessary, With fire-resisting wired glass.” 

Richard Whiteing, of *‘ The Daily News and Leader.” 








IT COULDN’T HAVE HAPPENED BEFORE. By 
Morgan de Williams. Printed in fast colours 
on 6x6 glazed tiles. Suitable for bath-rooms, 
dairies, etc. 12s. per yard super. 


“ 








. a book beautiful for its cleanliness, its lovable verbosity 
and its eminently washable qualities.” —Manchester Guardian. 
‘“Mr. de Williams’ latest book is, in our opinion, superior to 
; - , 
any of the so-called much-advertised washable distempers.’ 
The Builder and Decorator. 


LANG AND CO., LTD., LONDON. 
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THE “‘HUNDRED YEARS AGO” CRAZE. 


QUICK-FIRING COMPETITION AT BISLEY, 21 YARDS (ANY SIGHTS). 


PHANTOMS. 





(Wiiiien in the faint hope thai it may meet the eye of her whom it principally concerns.) 
| Nornine I know of their forms and their faces, ; And Henry's has butterfly wings, and he held ’em 
Lingers no image to charm or perplex, Not worst of their kind when he went out to tea, 

Only I stare at these starch-stiffened cases, Or donned them for dinner (he donned them not, 
Only my spirit I vex, seldom ; : 


Wondering who were the bounders that liked the embraccs 


Theyre frayed at the edges)—what glee 
Of these round their necks, 


Must have lighted the face of the warlock, the haggard 
old beldam 


Blithe were their hearts, or distracted by dolours ? Who dumped them on me! 


Moved they at all in Society's squash ? 





Fools or philosophers, pedants or scholars, | She mixes them up, I suppose, in a barrel, 
Actors or writers of tosh ? And takes them at random and laughs if there fall 
One thing I know, and one only, that Ihave the collars, To a broker of stocks a musician’s apparel ; 
They sent to the wash. But cream of her joys is to gall 
Vai , . | The back of the neck of a bard as it opens to carol 
ain to pursue them with empty surmises, | At Phoebus’s call. 
Still, as I gaze at this glamorous store 
Of necklets not mine, yet again there arises | She dooms me to alien tokens and pledges, 
The question I ask you once more— To torques of outsiders, that none of them fit ; 
Who were they, those fellows, who took such im- For ever I purchase new jugular hedges, 
possible sizes ? For ever they vanish and flit; 
Yes, that is the bore. | I donot want Reginald’s collars, and probably Reggie’s 
| sen cursing : 
Thave called this one William’s. Dear William’s is dotted | eae wuete 
With patches of brown; I can picture his laugh ; | But there’s one little chap that, in spite of the chances, 
A plethorie person was Bill, whose carotid I get fairly often—his shape is divine, 
Demands an eighteen and a-half. | fe comforts my throat with his tender advances, 
But Albert—how different was Albert! As lithe as the | I've christened him Frank’s, and I twine 
spotted | In my rosiest garland of idylls the fancy that Francis 





And stately giraffe. Has got one of mine. Evor. 
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FIRST AID. 


language on the links after missing the 


ROOSEVELT DAY BY DAY. 
Oyster Bay, Thursday.—Mr. Roost- 
vELT has announced to-day, through 


globe three times running. He was 
convinced by this experience that the 
moral tone of the country would gain 
Judge Tinkler, of Ephesus, Me., that/in uplift by penalising indulgence in 
| he is in favour of infant suffrage, and} a pastime which was so provocative of 
that the platform which he will submit | objurgation. 
to the Chicago Convention will contain | OYSTER Bay, Salurday.—Mr. Roost- 
an absolutely unreserved declaration to} veLr has* authorised Colonel Nahum 
that effect. | Quiddle, of Smyrna, Mo., to announce 
Judge Tinkler, in communicating | that he is in favour of a grant to supply 
the above statement, added that Mr. | all the public schools in the United 
RoosEvELT had been induced to take| States with free chewing gum. 
this definite stand by what Lord| Colonel Quiddle went on to explain 
Avescry had written on “ The Child is} that Mr. Roosevett had been prompted 
Father of the Man.” Feeling as he|to take this momentous step by his 
did like a two-year-old, he was con-|studies in anthropology, which proved 
vinced that an immeasurable advantage| that only those races which system- 
to the country would be gained by|atically exercised their jaws had left 
placing the ballot in the hands of| their mark on the world’s history. It 
| babies. should be the ambition of every true 
Oyster Bay, Fv iday.—Mr. Rooss-| American to be able to say that he had 
veELT has intimated through General|never bitten off more than he could 
Biffer, of Utica, Pa., that he is in favour | chew. 
of imposing a super-tax on all golfers.| Oyster Bay, Sunday.—Mr. Roosg- 
General Biffer in explanation of the| vett has commissioned Bishop Hiram 
P. Blott, of Damascus, N.J., to state 


above statement, added that Mr. Roosr- 
VELT had been led to adopt this attitude | that he is in favour of a State subsidy 
providing every adult American with 








by overhearing Mr. RockerEeLier’s 
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weekly collections in church or chapel. 

Bishop Blo.t added that Mr. Roosr- 
VELT had been moved to this declara- 
tion by his own experiences in early 
youth, when on more than one occasion 
he had been reduced to placing buttons 
in the bag. He was fully convinced 
that the country would gain in self- 
respect by the removal of such humili- 
ating temptations. 

Oyster Bay, Monday.—Mr. Otis 
Conger, of Snakesville, Ga., has been 
empowered by Mr. RoosEvetr to state 


— / 
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a suitable sum to contribute to the 





that he (Mr. Roosrvett) is in favour | 


of non-contributory pensions of five 
dollars a week for all boys and girls 


between the ages of eight and eighteen. | 


Mr. Conger, in conveying the above 
announcement, made it clear that Mr. 


RoosEvEtT had been induced to take | 


this definite stand by the representa- 
tions of his son Kermit. “ When | 
had no pocket-money,” he told his 
father, “there was no crime of which 
I felt myself incapable.” 
VELT is dead sure that the supplying of 


Mr. Roose- | 


this long-felt want will add electrifying | 


vim to the rising generation. 
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RETAINED. 
Misrnnss Woonsack (to Lord Haldane). “NONE OF YOUR LITTLE JAUNTS TO GERMANY 
NOW, YOUNG MAN. YOU STAY AT HOME WITH ME.” 


{The Lonp CuancELLor, as custodian of the Great Seal, is not allowed to leave the realin.] 
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House of Commons, Monday, June 10. 
—Hearty cheer from Ministerialists as 
Prive Mixister briskly enters from 
behind Speaker’s Chair and seats him- 
self on Treasury Bench. Back from 
Mediterranean by way of Bay of Biscay, 
his face ruddy with sea breezes. Has 
unconsciously assumed slightly rolling 
gait peculiar to those who go down to 
the sea in ships. Also finds it impossi- 
ble to refrain from hitching up his 
trousers afore and ahint, as sailors do, 
more especially on the stage. Almost 
expected as he passed SreakeEr’s Chair 
he would turn aside and, touching 
his forelock, report to Mr. LowrTHer, 
“Come aboard, Sir.” Settling down 
into his old seat before brass-bound 
box, relaxed into landsman manner, pre- 
sently rising, Question paper in hand, 
to make the short answer that does not 
always turn away wrath. 

_ As all the world knows, Parliament 
just now exceptionally pressed with load 
of work, Arranged that there shall be 
Autumn Session to wind up on Christ- 
mas Eve. More than probable, cer- 
tainly if necessary, it will run into 





Tue PREMIER, FRESH FROM THE BRINY, 


next year. In such circumstances 
reasonable to suppose that every 
moment of time would be jealously 
safeguarded, every hour rigorously put 
to useful purpose. What happened 
to-night throws lurid light on way we 
have at Westminster. 

First Order of Day consideration of 
Government of India Bill on Report 
stage and proposal for Third Reading. 
Bill having passed Second Reading and 
Committee, wherein full discussion was 
permitted, only exceptional circum- 
stances would justify fresh debate on 
later stages. Exceptional circum- 
stances truly there were. Bill legalises 
changes in Government of India, nota- 
bly removal of capital from Calcutta to 
Delhi, dramatically disclosed last Ses- 
sion in message received from His 
Masesty, at the time on a visit to India. 
But as RonatpsHay shrewdly pointed 
out, discussion at this stage must needs 
beacademic. Provisions of Bill already 
in operation, having received Royal 
assent in fashion closer akin to methods 
of Plantagenet sovereignty than to Par- 
liamentary customs of to-day. 





Delightfully characteristic of House 
of Commons’ ways that, having thus 
pointed out that speech-making was 
sheer waste of time, RoNALDSHAY pro- 
ceeded to deliver address of considerable 
length. Happily situation too palpa- 
bly absurd for undue prolongation. 
After brief reply from Monracu, who 
as Under Secretary for India succeeds 
in hitherto almost impossible feat of 
interesting House in affairs of his 
department, Bill read a third time 
without division. 

Business done. — Government of 
India Bill, and what is known by 
grimly picturesque title, White Slave 
Traffic Bill, advanced on way to Statute 
Book. 

House of Lords, Tuesday. — Weary 
Titans of Legislature returned to their 
labours after brief Whitsun holiday. 
Met at customary hour with no other 
sign of anything unusual astir save 
exceptionally crowded gathering. In 
due time there came familiar procession 
of Lorp CHANCELLOR to the Woolsack. 
Mace-bearer led the way; wigged and 
gowned Lorp Crancenior iollowed ; 
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the rear brought up by Purse-Bearer | vast majority of whose Members are| Extraordinary on a peace mission to 
—an arrangement indicative of fore-| Tories of the deepest dye must, it was} Berlin, he acquitted himself so well 
sight of a generation long since dead| said, be either a studied insult or an|that the public readily accepted re- 
and buried. Idea that, if pressing | extravagant joke. | port that he would presently assume 
need of personal refreshment or oppor- | Turned out that in his judgment of | functions of accredited ambassador to 
tunity for bestowing benefactions befell | men C.-B. was even shrewder than was | that capital. Nominated to the Lord 


on the way from robing room to Wool-|thought. The subtle influence that | Chancellorship, he is accepted in both 











sack, Lorp CHancettor should have) fills and dominates House of Lords| political camps as the ideal man for | 


at hand the wherewithal to meet it. | wrought its accustomed miracle. In| the post. 

Watching procession, sudden wonder | incredibly short period of time the ter- For successor at head of War Office 
filled the eyes of lookers-on. In respect; magant Radical was tamed into the| Premier found Seety conveniently at 
of central figure, wig and gown were | courtly Lorp CHANCELLOR, pride of the | hand. Before announcement of his 
all right. They were the appanages| Bishops’ Bench, idol of our old nobility, | promotion was officially made the 


of Loresury, daily seen through Ses-| stern repressor of astonied Liberals in| House with one consent nominated | 
sions stretching over six years and a} town and country who, when they had|/him. He has been one of the most 


| 


half. But the gait was different,and the| put their men in power, presumed | conspicuous successes of a singularly | 


Lorp CHANCELLOR seemed to have | 


gained in girth what he lost in height.|CHanceLtor would do something to; popular in the House as it will be with 
When he reached the Woolsack, faced soldiers, who like to see one of them- 
about and sat down, the secret was out. selves placed at the head of Army 
It was Hatpaxe, but yesterday) affairs. F 
Secretary of State for War! | 
Never in Parliamentary history was 
there executed such quick change. 
Vanished from view beneath  full- 
bottomed wig was the carefully cul- 
tured wisp of hair drooping over the 
massive brow. At rest was the right! 
hand, long accustomed from time to; 
time, mechanically it seemed, to stretch | 
across to the left hip as if in search of | 
sword hilt. When the War Lord) 
seated himself on Treasury Bench | 
in the Commons keen observers de- | 
tected cautious withdrawal of the heels, | 
as if he feared his spurs (which by} 
the way he never wore in the House) | 
might catch in some impediment. | 
On the Woolsack this apprehension | 
vanished. | 
} 

| 

| 


cipal Corporations (Qualification of 
Clergymen) Bill as amended in Stand- 


for closure defeated. 





** The cartton is called ‘The tion in Prussia. 


bed counsel him to be calm and reflect that he 
| does not rule as they did ‘by divine right,’ but 
is merely the head of the business firm of 
Germany and Co,” —Munchester Guardian. 


the cartoon’s will, no doubt, appeal 
to many. 





‘Arnaud Massey engaged in a tl.rce-ball 
match at Muirfield, to-day, playing the best ball 
of Mr. Robert Maxwell and Mr. J. E. Laidlay. 
Maxwell and Laidlay turned up and _ were 
dormy at the seventecnth.”"—Zrening News. 
We are very glad these gentlemen 
turned up. It would have been a poor 
| “ His helmet now a hive for bees.” three-ball match without them. 
| 


His helmet now a hive for bees, 
Napoteon b. Haupane has gone to St. 
Helena, where Punch finally leaves him. 
In his place sits Viscount Hacpang, 
Lord Chancellor of the Realm. 

That “good Americans when they| redress the balance between Liberals | 
die go to Paris” is a familiar observation. | and Conservatives on the Magisterial} “Doctor ForestaLLep” is the feli- 
That good Liberals when they go to the! Bench, left a little askew by prolonged | citous heading of a paragraph in The 
House of Lords are apt to drift overjand beneficent patronage of Lord| Deron and Ereter Gazette describing 
to Conservative camp is a phenomenon | Hatssury. the sudden death of an elderly man 
not less certain of development. Study| Business done.—Ivish Creameries and| while on his way to see his medical 
in this school of metamorphosis finds | Dairy Produce Bill read a second time. | adviser. 
in recent times nothing more striking} ‘Dear me!” said the new Lorp 
than case of Loresurn. To those who|Caancettor when Clerk at Table A Sporting Offer. 
knew “Bos” Rerp in the Commons) recited Order of the Day, “the Irish **In conclusion, Mr. Allen said he should be 
during the Kighties announcement of | Question follows me even here.” pleased to come back at any time to marry any 
his promotion to Woolsack had im-| Friday. — Striking testimony tof So eee eee officiate at the burial 

: : , . of any of the old stalwarts of the Church. 
mediate consequence vulgarly described | wealth of material at disposal of Prime | 4 Whitstable Times, 
as taking away the breath. It pana oor yar vage that he was able at sudden | 
C.-B. who, forming his first Ministry,|/call to reconstruct his Ministry on The Filmy Side of Life. 
did it. Disposition at first to regard} retirement of Loresurn. Only three 
step as exuberant flash of canny/days since Haupane took his seat on 
humour. So extreme was the Radical-| Woolsack. Already shows himself as 

















From the advertisement of a Lanca- 
shire Cinema Palace :— 
**SIns oF oUR FATHERS 





ism of the Member for Dumrries that | much at home there as if he had been 2,500 FEET LONG.” 
he regarded Harcourt with distrust | born within its recesses. The Marine 
on account of suspected Whigism and|of the Ministry, ready to go anywhere Local Veto at Lagos. 


was restless under evidence of innate|and do anything, he made for himself 
Conservatism in Guapstone. To select} a place in history by his administra-| gay and shipping is being greatly ‘imcon- 
him as President of a Chamber theition of the War Office. As Envoy-! venienced.”—Xew’er. 











Business done. —Debate on Muni- | 


ing Committee. Lanssury’s motion | 


The cartoon is called ‘The round the Kaiser's | 


to take it for granted that the Lorp) gifted Ministry. Appointment is as | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


The cartton’s name is crisper, but | 





‘The bar was closed on Tuesday and yester- | 
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COMMITTEE FROM AN AVIATION CLUB ABOUT TO VIEW MODEL FOR DOME OF NEW CLUB-HOUSE DESIGNED TO SUIT THE FLYING-MAN'S 
POINT OF VIEW. 











TO MILKMAIDS—IN ABSENCE, 


[A noticeable feature . . . is the almost entire lack of milkmaids. — 
Report of a **hiring-fair” recently held ina Midland ton. ] 


Return, O maidens, you that tend the kine 
(Or did so) in the vales of Arcadie, 

Return. Bereft of you the homesteads pine. 
The eatile, feeding on the luscious lea, 
Wait for their Mary, having had her tea, 

To call them home, and lowingly deplore 

The hour that erst relieved them of their store. 


Anon, in gloomy file they wander back ; 
But where is now the milkmaid with her pails 
T’ allay their drum-like tautness ? Untaught Jack 
Only remains, who desperately fails, 
Trying all means, whereof not one avails 
(Clothes-pins included), till the sudden hoof 
Shoots forth and lifts him, screaming, to the roof. 


Now, too, Dameetas and the shepherd swains 
No more with pretty ribbon deck their crooks ; 
No more they take considerable pains 
To wash their faces and improve their looks 
With costumes d@ la Watteau, as in books; 
Nor do they, in their lighter moods, devote 
lfours to the practice of the fluty oat. 


For you, O maidens, you have gone away ; 

Have gone, and left the uncouth swain small chance 
To air his graces ‘neath the westering day, 

And, with rude relish, thrid the mazy dance. 

The village green is void; now, with sad glance, 
The local fiddler turns away, to drown 
Ilis idle sorrows at the Cat and Crown. 





O Phyllis, Chloe, while you may, return ; 
Nor linger, Daphne; all the countryside 

Await you. That gay town for which you yearn 
Is not for you. Nay, cold ones, by your pride 
I charge you, is it well to thrust aside 

The crown that men have placed upon your brows 

As the sole women not afraid of cows ? 


And oh, bethink you, ‘twas this very milk 
(As a complexion-wash) that lent its aid 
To make your faces rosy, soft as silk 
And smooth—and, if it subsequently made 
Butter for us, what matter? Who’s afraid ? 
The veriest cynic would the more enjoy 





That lubricant for its so dear employ. 
Duu-Deo. 








“Tn the course of his sermon the vicar said they at St. Saviour’s 
felt honoured in their service that morning by the presence of so many 
| who were devoting their gifts and business “propensities and educational 
| qualities to advance the mor: al, commercial, and intellectual, and inmany 
ways, he might say, the spiritual welfare of their great and histori ic city. 
Pass the dull hours with ’s Toffee de Luxe.” 
| Lhe Clifton Chronicle and Directory. 


| Any vicar who preaches for hours must expect this sort of 
| comment. 








‘One of Fry’s earliest scoring strokes was made to long leg, a Lall 
from Nourse being skilfully pli iyed between the legs of the “batsmen— a 
genuine old-fashioned leg glide—from one of Pe gler’ s deliveries.’ 

Birminghain Post, 
The man who can play two bowlers at ones between the 
legs of both batsmen is the man for our money, 





“A three-quarter Matron’s Coat.” —From « Loudon Sale Catalogue. 


It might suit some one else’s aunt, but ours plays full 
back. 























| indeed; and yet—I paused—at the 


BEWILDERER. 


Somenow I always have shopping 
to do in the village. If it isn’t a ball 
of string or a pencil or a postal order 
for one-and-six, it is pretty sure to 
be a shoe-horn, stamps, vaseline or | 
shaving soap. I suppose I never get 
my stuff in sufficient quantities; it 
can’t be right that I should spend so 
great a part of my time buying footling 
little things like these. 

However, I don’t really mind buying 
things; what I do object to is having 
the weather expounded to me at length 
in every shop in succession. I wish 
they would leave it alone. The only 
way to be happy in our climate is to 
forget about it. I have tried cordially 
agreeing with them—but that only 
eggs them on. I have tvied flatly 
contradicting them—-a policy which 
must have borne fruit in time, had I 
not found that it was making me 
unpopular and therefore abandoned 1. 

Then I embarked upon a more subtle 
method-—a blend of the other two— 
calculated neither to irritate nor to 
encourage, but rather to bewilder. And 
here I found success. 

{ tried it on Mrs. Hughes (pencils) 


THE 


first. She said it was a beautiful day, 
wasn't it? Nice to ‘ave a look 


at the sun again. ... And ’ow warm 
for the time of ‘ear! 

Yes, I replied, as if weighing my 
words, it certainly was a beautiful 
morning and very warm, oppressive 


same time there was something rather 
bleak about it. Didn't Mrs. Hughes 
think so? Raw, you know. 

“Oh, yes,” Mrs. Hughes replied 
unblushingly; “ but there—what can 
you expect?” 

Then I tried Kemp (nail-brushes). 
He was still more ready to meet me 
half-way, for when he had drawn at- 
tention to the balmy nature of the 
morning and I had retorted that 1 
fully agreed with him, but all the same 
I hoped we should have no sleet, he 
said he hoped so too, but that was the 
danger. He then tried to change the 
subject, but I wasn’t finished with him 
yet. I told him that I had found it 
very close and sultry coming up the 
hill, and he said he didn’t wonder at 
it. In his opinion it was a day to 
keep in the shade. “Quite so,” said I; 
“and yet I noticed quite a bditier 
feeling in the air. Very bracing, of 
course !”’ 

When I told Mrs. Lane (luggage 
labels) that it was long since we had 
had such a sweltering, biting day she 
retorted that that was exactly what 
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that I wasn't making much headway. 
All the same the cure has taken effect. 
After persevering for two or three days | 
I began to notice a change, and by 
now Mrs. Hughes will studiously avoid 
mentioning « thunderstorm that is| 
raging at the very moment of my| 
entrance, Kemp talks glibly about the 
cricket match of the previous Saturday | 
or the Government “up in London,’’| 
and Mrs. Lane serves me in smiling | 
silence. 
I am beginning to think that much | 


may be done by elaborating and ex- 


| 


tending the system. Already I have. 
enjoyed further. successes. I was 


travelling cne day alone in a third- 
class coupé. I was determined to keep 
the carriage to myself, partly because 
[ had my feet up, partly because I 
wanted to smoke (and it was not a! 
smoker), but chiefly because I always 
want to keep things to myself. Every- | 
one does. 


appeared in the open doorway and 


[ leant towards her. 

“Excuse me,” I said confidentially, 
diffidently, “I suppose you didn’t notice, 
but as a matter of fact "—1 waved my 
hand in an explanatory manner—‘ this 
is acoupé! 1 am very sorry.” 

“Oh, I beg your pardon, Sir,” 
replied, and departed covered with 
confusion. 

But I regard as a still greater success 
the time when I was caught trespassing 
by a most unpleasant looking man with 
a dog. 

« Look ere!” he shouted truculently, 
as he came up to me brandishing a 
stick. ‘Are you aware that this is 
private property ?”’ 

I assumed my gentle, explanatory, 
expostulatory voice, which always com- 
mands attention. 

“Yes, certainly,” I said, “I know 
very well that it is private property "— 
and I smiled very sweetly upon him— 
“but then J am a private individual.” 

He looked at me sternly for a moment. 

“ W'y didn’ you tell me that before?” 
he demanded, and went his way. 





An old man named Abbott was brought 
into the Nelson Hospital last night by the 


ating College Hill, ete.” 

The Colonist, Nelson, N.Z. 
The ambulance, in the meantime, was 
trotting up the bay, negotiating the 
billows, ete. 





**We use the best materials and the linen is 


oe ; r ° 
ditious, where unscrupulous cleanliness is main- 


tained." —Advertisement of a Model Laundry. 
This is the kind of cleanliness that is 








she had said to Lane. She had “ passed 


the very remark.” That made me feel 








| next to ungodliness. 


At the first stop the huge | 
form of a woman with a massive basket ' 


began to heave itself on to the step. ! 


she | 


Hina which sailed up Waimea street, negoti- | 


treated under the most approved sanitary con- | 
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CINEMATICS. 
"Twas a nightmare ; to begin, it 
Was a scene of rival crews, 
Rowing seventy strokes a minute 
In the battle of the Blues ; 
Then they took us (allegretto) 
To a carnival in Spain, 
Through the squalor of the Ghetto 
To a vineyard in Lorraine. 








Passed before us as we sat ; 
Next, a scene of Bacchic orgies 
In a paralytic flat, 

With the tenants all a-reeling | 
Through the windows or the walls, 
And a catastrophic ceiling | 

That inevitably falls. 


| 
Geysers, selvas, tundras, gorges | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Tulip, hyacinth and crocus 
Bloomed in clumps of quivering 
sheen ; 
Steeds oblivious of focus 
Galloped wildly off the screen : 
Was it these or “ Peeps of Norway,” 
Taken far, oh! far too quick, | 
That constrained me to the doorway 
Feeling imminently sick ? "| 


There’s a twinge about my liver, | 
There ’s a grinding in my head, 

As I clutch the rugs and shiver 
With a bottle in-my. bed, 

While the doztor comes to sound me | 
With an animated-smile | 

And the bedroom swirls around me_ | 
In the bioscopic style. 


I have suffered from neuritis 
And the sicknesses of note, 
Such as “flu,” appendicitis 
And a diphtheritice throat, | 
But of all the ills that plague you 
With their bitterness and gall 
| ’Tis the cinematic ague 
That’s the vilest of them all. 








“Tt seems a great loss to us not to have our 
chureh clock going. We look up at it every 
| day, and forget that it cannot tell us the time. 
It scoms to appeal to us all and say, My 
|inward parts greatly need renewing, and will 
| ° 
; you not come and help me to set them to rights 
| ence more?" —Plympton Parish Magazine. 
| We shall be there, without fail, with a 
| bottle of oil and a feather. 








‘The Transvaal Observatory will in future 
| be known as the Union Observatory, and the 
Ihe Anca ; . 
| oflicer-in-charge will be known as the Uncn 
Astrologer.” — The Rhodesia Herald. 
| Nativities cast while you wait. 





| ‘It is announced in the ‘Government 
Gazette’ that the Albert Medal has been con- 
| ferred upon an aboriginal in the Roper River 
country, Western Australia, for gallantry dis- | 
| played in saving the life of a potice trooper, who 
was carried away by the current while swimming 
la river, while conveying an aboriginal who was 
| chained to the police station.” 
The Natal Witness. 

The old-fashioned millstone (round the 





| neck) is cheaper and just as effective. 
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LITERARY GOSSIP. 


Mr. Jonn Murray's production of 
Behind the Night-light, by a child of 
three years old, means the breakage 
of a great many literary records. 
We are reminded by a contemporary 
that Mrs. Atice M. Dream, in her 
reminiscences, claims to have pub- 
lished a volume of poems, Wild Spring 
"lowers, at the age of eight, which 
was compared by The Literary Gazette 
to WorDsworTH. 


But the feat of the Murray infant 
prodigy is further enhanced when we 
| recall the fact, which has so far escaped 
the notice of our literary sleuthhounds, 
that Mr. Hart Carne, at the age of 
seven, published a three-volume novel 
with the formidable title of Cromwell 
Road ; or, The Everlasting Thorough- 
fare. This remarkable work, which 
|was dedicated to the Emperor 
| Naroteon III., was published by the 
‘now extinct firm of Blitherley and 
| Bilger, and elicited a remarkable 
tribute from the literary critic of The 
| Bermondsey Atheneum. After com- 
| paring the writer to THackeray he 
went on, “ Whether we consider the 
punctuation or the plot, this is a novel 
of which no conscientious reviewer can 
fail to observe, ‘‘ We ne’er shall look 


2 


upon its like again ! 





| 


| Another wonderful example of pre- 
| cocious talent was the first work of Mr. 
Maurice Hewett, which saw the 
light when its gifted author was only 
six and a-half years old. It was called 
by the singularly original title, The 
Wardour Street Wonder, and was 
published by the famous firm of Tusher 
and Tusher. So remarkable a venture 
did not escape the lynx-eyed glance of 
The Skibbereen Eagle, which, com- 
menting upon the literary prowess of 
the youthful genius, remarked, “‘ Bedam, 
but this is an eaglet after our own heart. 
We must keep our eye on him. More 
power to his aquiline elbow.” The 
Skibbereen Eagle, it should also be 
, added, compared Mr. Hewxerr to 
Ossian, Burke and T. P. O'Connor, 
| Who was already beginning to strike 
| Grub Street pink. 


| 





_ The case of Mr. ALGERNoN AsHTON 
1s perhaps worth noting in this context. 
| His first funeral mareh, composed in 
memory of a favourite guinea - pig 
| which died from an overdose of rasp- 
| berry vinegar inadvertently adminis- 
| tered by its owner, was written when 
Master AsHTon was exactly five years 
| and ten months old. What lends 
| Fe fa interest to this composition 
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Trish Tandy Andu (adiniring erocodile’s head ia hail of office rs’ me s). “THAT WAS A FINE 
PIKE YE GOT IN INDIA, CAPTAIN ; YE MUSE WANT SOME STHRONG TACKLE FOR THIM Boys,” 








munication to the press, on the habits! __ _ Doth the woodlands fill _ ; 
of guinea-pigs, was made at the same| With divine strains of unsophisticated skill. 
time, and elicited the comment from!It is not generally known that 
the late Toomas CarLyLe that a new, WorpswortH, on having his attention 
epistolary portent had arisen on the called to this exquisite lyric, remarked, 
literary horizon who combined the)‘ Golly! If this precocious child writes 
humour of CuHartes Lamp with the like SHetrry at five, what will he do 
eloquence of CIcERO. ‘at my age?” 





Another A. A. is to be reckoned) «ayy Persoxs on Docs found trespassing 
amongst those who “lisped in num-' outside the boundaries of the footpaths or dis- 
bers.” He was barely five when he turbing or taking away any timber from the 
wrote his first poem, an “Ode to a lands on Clyn and Coed Ifan Ddu Farms, Tiin- 
Yellow! * which began with the: *" will be prosecuted. 
eHowhammer, which began With the! 4sdvertisement in‘ The Llaneliy Mercury.” 
following memorable stanza:— 
Hail to thee, Yellowhammer, 
Bird of tuneful bill, 


|Our own dogs, when prosecuted for 
| stealing timber, always plead the Gam- 





is the fact that Mr. Asmron’s first com- 





W1.ose incessant clamour 
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jing Act. 
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! THE LAST TEST. 
[An exercise in the manner of The Daily News 
and Leader's genial ‘* Rover.” 
Havine a column or so to fill and! 
very little to say about the cricket that) 
is past, owing to rain having ruined so | 
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I can accuse C. B. Fry of failing to 
make runs on occasion, however gauche, 
and unattractive he may be at the. 
wickets. If it is collared, then, when 
the time comes for Jessop to go in, what 
an afternoon for the poor fieldsmen ! 
On the other hand, suppose that the 


| composition of either team; we cannot! Macartney have made runs in their 





many matches, let me go minutely into | bowling is too good for England under 
ays gy s neo sone en -_ a ‘ie then gp semng will . 
in the last Les Q , § | changed. OBBS, Of course, migh 
several weeks hence, on August 19th. make a lot, and he might fail. The 
_ The subject is copar og geet se | same remark applies with almost equal 
in —_ hac ; avs phness gore eo my to pa one. apy oa 
uncertainty of the game; we ut up only a poor total, Australia’s 
know whether England or Australia! Cok wil se anmaetiinade light. 

will be up or down on the rubber; we, As to the Australians, there are good 
cannot know what will be the exact) bats among them, and Barpsiry and 


know who will bat first or what the| time. The question is, how many will 
wicket will be like. This aa 2 pl | they make at the Oval? With such an 
lation a positive joy. If the wicket is| incompetent field as C. B. Fry, they 
wet, it will probably play otherwise} will, of course, score easily when the 
than if it is hard. August often sees | ball goes in his direction; and BrearLEy 
: — of wd oo or esl | also is . —- “age — 
lave the effect by the ivth Of baking’ nor is P. FP. ARNER, haloed sain 
the Oval. In that case the bat is likely though I hold him to be in every other 
to beat the ball, for a while, at any rate. ! walk of life. But of course Hoss will 
But if the pitch had been heavily rained | be there, and R. H. Spooner, to save 
upon, it would probably mean that the runs in other places, and not even 
ball would beat the bat. |C. B. Fry's baleful influence can make 

In the event of heavy rain before the! every one a failure. 
match, C, B. Fry, had he a grain of| The match, then, may be—taking 
that ability which a captain ought to) everything into account and thoroughly 
i ~ of asc _ has a 7”? weighing vem (and To 
shown himself to be possessed, as I and cons, i may permitted the 
have so frequently found it my duty) jape)—an open affair, and as such let 
to point out, would take into account| me for the moment, having again done 
the merits both of W. C. Smrrx and; my unpleasant duty, leave it. 
BiytHe. On the other hand, were it | . 
hard and did it seem likely to go on} ULSTER AND THE NONCON- 
being hard, even C. B. Fry, I take it, | FORMIST PASSIVE RESISTANCE 
eretinous Aztec though he be, could| LEAGU 

ss s e. : sEAGUE. 

hardly be unaware of what Hiren andj ins Gini 
W. Brearcey might effect for the side of | a ee 
which he will be the incompetent head,} (from “The British WN eekly 
unless the Peckham Rye correspondents | of April 1st, 1915.) 
of The Daily News and Leader havetheir| AnuGE crowd gathered at Blackfield’s 
way and he is by that time kicked out.;Tabernacle last night for the special 

I would not enter into the question; meeting of the Passive Resistance 
of C. B. Fry’s hopeless incompetency| League. The venerable Dr. Cuirrorp 
were it not that hostile criticism of | occupied the chair. Amongst those on 
Test Match teams has become the first | the platform were the Rey. SitvesTEr | 
duty of all conscientious cricket jour-| Horne, M.P., Mr. Craupius Crear} 
nalists. 








That the M.C.C. should have! (the eminent critic), the Rev. Smas! 
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(batten on their monastic plunder— 
(loud cheers)—but a time will come 
when our influence will control the 
Government of the country. The voice 
of Blackfield’s Tabernacle will not for 
ever gounheeded. That great politician, 


fighting for our cause. 
HockinG is pillorying our. persecutors 
in some of those masterpieces of fiction 
which will be read even when Carne is 
forgotten. The fiery words of Dr. 
Nrcout in England's pulpits will kindle 
a conflagration in Nonconformist 
hearts which will not easily be put 
out. And the cutting pen of our dear 
friend, Cuaupius CLEAR, will make the 
Bishops writhe in their palaces.”’ 

At this point a sensation was created 
by the appearance in the audience of 
Sir Epwarp Carson, who said that as 
a Passive Resister he wished to address 
his sympathisers. 

Dr. Crirrorp shed tears of emo- 
tion on hearing this request. “I 
knew,” he said, “that in time the 
justice of our cause would appeal to 
the noble heart of Sir Epwarp Carson. 
We welcome him on our platform. We 
take him to our hearts.’’ (Thunders of 
applause.) 

Sir Epwarp Carson said, when the 
cheering had subsided, “ I am a Passive 
Resister, almost an Active Resister.” 
(The Rev. Sitras Hockina: “Shame! 
Shall I kill my brother bailiff?) “I 
will pay no tax—(three cheers for Sir 
Epwarp led by the Chairman)—levied 
by a priest-ridden Government—(great 
applause)—in Ireland.” (Loud and 
prolonged dissent.) 

The Chairman: “Order, order. I 
call upon Sir Epwarp to desist. His 
views are in direct violation of the 
fundamental principles of the Passive 
Resistance League —that minorities 
must rule, except in Wales and Ireland. 
Sir W. Ropertson Nicont will now 
deliver his advertised address on ‘ The 
Pecuniary Advantages of Disendow- 
ment to Nonconformists.’”’ 

At the conclusion of the meeting 
Dr. Ciirrorp was presented by the 
editor of The Expositor on behalf of 





deliberately selected C.B. Fry is nothing Hocktne, the Rev. W. R. Nicotn, Dr. | the League with a copy of Fore’s 


tome. What is the M.C.C.? A mere Grup (of Chicago), Sir W. Ropertson 
collection of so-called cricket experts! Nicotn, Dr. Horton, and the Editor of 
who happen to have charge of the laws| The British Weekly. 
of the game—nothing more. IfI want! Dr. Cirrrorp said, “ We are here 
another captain, I shall say so, and’ to-night with a twofold purpose—to 
go on saying so and invite other persons | protest against the tyranny which robs 
to say so, no matter how one’s attitude} us of our goods, and to congratulate 
may prejudice the success of the team | the Government on its acquisition of 
by making bad blood. the assets of the Welsh Church. (Great 
To come to the batsmen, whether! cheering.) We stand to-night,gentlemen, 
Hopss and Ruopes go in first, or with Luraer— (cheers)—-with Knox 
whether C. B. Fry and R. H. Spooner, '—(renewed cheers)—as representative 
remains to be seen. In either case the! martyrs of the human race. We may be 


Book of Martyrs (bound in vellum) and 
a complete set (194 vols.) of the Rev. 
Stas Hocktna’s novels (bound in calf). 
Dr. CrirrorpD was too much over- 
come by very natural emotion to ac- 
knowledge these gifts, but the Rev. 
Sitvester Horne, who responded on 
his behalf, aroused the meeting to a 
whirlwind of enthusiasm by the an- 
nouncement that Dr. Cxirrorp had 
promised to deliver a non-political 
address at Blackfield’s Tabernacle the 
following Sunday on “ The Insurance 


Sir W. Ropertson Niconn, is ever | 


The Rey. Stas | 








bowling might be collared, for not even ' sneered at by the lordly Cectrs as they 








Bill and Tory Wreckers.” 
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Mistress (interested in Insurance Act. 
Mary. “Orr my WacEes, Mum?” 
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‘Many, [ SHALL SOON HAVE TO TAKE SO MUCH A WEEK OFF YOUR WAGES FOR STAMPS,’ 


Mistress. ‘* YES, MARY. 
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Mary. “Micut I MAKE SO BOLD AS TO ARSK, MuM, ’ow YoU KNOWS IT’S ME AS TAKES ’EM?” 











VACUUM PARTIES. 


A napy “ with small rooms and great 
social ambitions” has just explained 
(in The Daily Sketch of June 13) how 
she manages to reconcile these incom- 
patibilities. The feat is performed by 
providing the guests with artistic pro- 
grammes, a full list of dances, a buffet 
with light refreshments, an elaborate 
supper, and in fact everything but 
floor-space. The men (or ladies, when 
it happens to be a leap-year dance) 
then choose their partners in the 
ordinary fashion and proceed to sit out 
the appointed time in the hall, on the 
stairs or in various odd corners—and 
“the guests are still clamouring for 
more of such entertainments.” 

Much can be done judiciously on 
these lines. We know of one hostess 
already who has issued invitations 
to a Barmecide Dinner-party. M. 
KiscorFrer has been consulted in the 
composition of a menu of the most 
exquisitely titillating, the mauvais 





quart dheure is to be a scream of| With one long interval, these play-goers 


delighted expectancy, and the choicest 
products of (empty) paper-bag cookery 
are to be discussed in proper debating- 
society style by some of the most 
accomplished diners-out in London. 
As it is a “ progressive” feast of reason, 
the men will all move one place round 
the table at the end of each imaginary 
course, and thus secure a change of 
partners and a little exercise. The 
lights and flowers and other appoint- 
ments will be a veritable dream, and 
everything is to be replete—except the 
imvités—and they undoubtedly, after a 
famous model, will “ ask for more.” 
Sir Beersoum TREE, in his next 
Shaksperean Festival, proposes to play 
Hamlet not only with the Ghost and 
the name-part omitted, but with all the 
other characters left out as well. He 
thus calculates on giving the fullest en- 
couragement to conyersationalists who 
like to gossip throughout a tragedy and 
the more restless spirits who prefer to 
make excursions between the Acts. 


should find the evening pass pleasantly 
enough. The stage also will be thrown 
into the stalls, and the seating capacity 
of the theatre thus largely increased. 
The audience should certainly be “‘clam- 
ouring”’ for something at the end. 

The next Test Match, without either 
the Australians or South Africans, will 
enable the English side to enjoy a well- 
earned day off among the spectators 
or in the luncheon department, to the 
keen delight of cricket quidnunes and 
barrackers, who may be trusted to 
make good any omissions. 

In fact, the gentle art of leaving out 
can be applied in all directions—to 
Parliament, to Art, to Literature— 
{including so-called contributions to 
Punch.—Ep.] 





** An aeroplane costs £1,000 ; a Dreadnought 
£2,000,000—i.e., for the price of one Dread- 
nought we could purchace 1,000 aeroplanes.” 

Daily Express, 


Think of a number ;, double it, 
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| versity football team and was confessed for the best polo- 


' OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. | player that ever came to Pheenix Park, all in the course of 
(By Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 'twoshort pages, and that just to make himself indubitably 
Mrs. Arnerton has a rather startling if not very artistic | worthy of the lady for whos hand he was lodging a claim. 


| ee . : . . . . 
| method of combining recent history with romance which | Personally, I thought him much too deserving already and 


continually spurs forward the interest of the reader when it, would vastly have preferred a touch of naughtiness by way 
is in danger of flagging. In Julia France and her Times’ of qualification for, at any rate, a human husband, the sort 
(Murray), although I am bound to suppose, for charity’s' that a girl would not mind living with after she hal done 
sake, that one of the principal characters in the book, who all admiring. And lastly the lady herself: as soon as ever I 
move in very high places, is fictitious, I am always getting|saw the name Didy (DuckwortH) on the cover, I knew 
a nasty shock from sentences beginning in some such way | that this was the affectionate nickname of the Ideal Young 
as “‘Lhis was the first year of Lord Rosebery’s Ministry,” | Person, whom I had got to adore before the author had 
or “ At the beginning of the South African War,” or “It is; done with me. Yet somehow, and I cannot say why, 
possible that if Christabel Pankhurst, bred on suffrage as/ except that Mr. Lirsett has a very pleasant way with him 


| she was,” after which the course of the romance is usually; and a sound point of view at the back of all his senti- 
| broken for a lengthy disquisition on foreign or internal} mentalism, I read the story with undeniable pleasure, and 
| polities. Julia France, who was born in the West Indies, } will, on the strength of it, engage to read his next, if he for 


| many Dukes, you know), 
'and her husband is de-| 
'seribed as “one of the 





boatluad of boys, rode and won three races, captained a uni-' R.S.V.P. to Elysian Fields. 





—his part will contract to 
supply one honest black- 
guard in a leading /éle. 


was married at eighteen, , 
without having any say in 
the matter, to the brother | 
and heir-presumptive of a 
Duke (there are not very) (his chosen mises-en-scéne) 
should afford some genial 
villainy between them, to 
, satisfy our lower but more 
natural tastes. 


most blatant rowés in 
Kurope.” When he went 
mad and was confined in 
an asylum, Julia began to 
live ber own life, with the 
aid. partly of Oriental 
mysticism and partly of 
the Women’s Suffrage 
movement. She manages 
to find her affinity however, 
and (Harold France 
thoughtfully dying just 
alter the five - hundredth 
page) the novel ends thril- 
lingly enough on a sound 
melodramatic note. Ex- 


I find it rather difficult 
ito eriticise A Somerset 
| Sketch Book (Dent), be- 
‘cause really all that one 
'ean say about it amounts 
ito the old remark, that if 
you like this sort of book 
| this is the sort of book 
that you will like, and 
very much. The readers 
whom it will please most 
are naturally those to whom 

; f |the scenes and characters 

re : : \that Miss H. Hay Witsen 

cept where she introduces aie, a wee a ~. |describes are already 
passages of some length we &Be-AenXe9 | familiar. Of the quality of 
which might have come} The Baron. “I rritier, DAME, sexy Hiren ForR STOUT MEN-AT-| her performance the fact 
straight out of a news- ee I wouLp To Horsk, For | Jousr with Sin Simon TO-DAY AT! that many of the sketches 
se leader of the current | His Lady. ‘Ou, my Lorn, 17 Is MY nore AT You wine Be canervt. | 2Z° reprinted from The 
week, Mrs. ATHERTON tells | [p you Gert ovER-HEATED Do NOT SIT IN A DRAUGHT AFTERWARDS !” Spectator is sufficient in- 
a good story; but there —_——_— dication. For my own 
is one thing that she cannot do. She cannot make) part, I liked those best that show her in an eerie 
English people talk. Harold France may have been the;mood. Miss Winson has evidently a fine feeling for the 
most unmitigated blackguard who ever sullied the pages of | bogie world, and the traditions of Somerset give her ample 
Debdrett, but I cannot and will not believe that he meditated | scope for its exercise. ‘The Week Before Christmas,” for 
thus on board his cruiser off the island of Nevis :—* Rippin! |example, is excellent ghost-telling. As for the other and 
Toppin! words too weak for a bit of all right like that.” quieter papers, delicate and pretty as they are, I am unable 
cs —_—_——__— ito help thinking that there have been too many country- 

Too much sweetness cloys the tongue, and a conglomera- | books lately for this one to appeal to the general reader 
tion of four heroes and one heroine needs a touch of salt to! with any special freshness. For the Somerset-born the case 
make it palatable. Mr. E.R. Lirserr was so determined | js of course different. But, for others, sketches of rural life 
that we should see absolute perfection in his five paragons | and scene have to be quite exceptionally good to avoid the 
that be dared not allow even one of them to err in an off ‘danger of dulness. Otherwise they are apt to resemble an 
moment; they were good all the time and so too good. album of photographs of places to which one has never 
Their boisterous and bohemian humours did not deceive | been, or of relations to whom one is not related. I do not 
me; these were only kind words in disguise. As for the|for a moment imply that Miss Witson’s collection ap- 
coarse language of Dr. O’ Dowd (one “damn” in every fifty | proaches this final horror; but I should like her next time 
words he ever spoke), it was the most obvious affectation, | to write an entirely goblin book. 
devised, and vainly devised, to hide his sterling worth. And 
the nchility of them all, Believe me, the hero of heroes | “Lord Ribblesdate is to give a ball. . . . He began life in the Amny 
stopped & runaway horse, saved six lives, rescued an upset and left it in the Rifle Brigade."— I'he Tatler, 
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Surely Ireland and America. 
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